The Relic of the Past by Logan, Jill
Volume 11
Issue 4 Summer Article 23
7-15-1992
The Relic of the Past
Jill Logan
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at
SWOSU Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Westview
by an authorized administrator of SWOSU Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.
Recommended Citation
Logan, Jill (1992) "The Relic of the Past," Westview: Vol. 11 : Iss. 4 , Article 23.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11/iss4/23
MUSIN G S
THE RELIC OF THE PAST
by Jill Logan
As I stroll along the road, taking in the 
sights,
I notice a tattered, weathered shack, 
beyond the ditch on my 
right.
Piqued by curiosity, 1 venture over that 
way,
Scooping up leaves with the toe of my 
shoe, and crunching
them under my weight.
As 1 reach the shanty, 1 hesitate, contem­
plating whether
To go in, despite the fact that the wood 
has started to 
rot.
However, the voice of caution in me 
gives in to that of 
adventure,
And in through the splintered, crude 
wooden doorway, I,
quietly, venture.
Beams of light are streaming through the 
holes which are
worn in the wall,
Lighting the flecks of dust in the air and 
warming the
spots where they fall.
In one corner of the shack, a solemn 
broom sleeps away.
Although the cobwebs gather in corners, 
and dust blankets 
all in its way.
As the leaves rustle outside these walls, 
a strange
feeling comes over me.
Though I know I'm alone, there seems 
to be a presence in my 
company.
I hear the echoes of young children ring 
out through the air,
But the children are of long ago and no 
longer frolic there.
Scents of dumplings on the griddle, 
transparent as they are,
Bring in the specters of tired men who 
labored yonder far.
The wind brings sounds of joy and 
laughter, tunes of familiar 
songs,
That christened the day with their happi­
ness and shortened
the work so long.
This one-room house in which 1 stand 
was once one of many,
Back in the days when, in this area, 
labor positions were 
plenty.
Back in the days when these streets 
were filled with the
hustle and bustle of towns,
Back in the days when this house was 
filled with all
of life's ups and downs.
But slowly, slowly, things just died, work 
grew less and 
less.
And one by one the families left, leaving 
only their houses 
to rest.
And rest they did—they slept away till 
nothing was left but 
decay,
And some mushrooms and moss on 
chunks of wood, except for 
this house here today.
This house is the only tangible relic of 
that life which
vanished so fast,
Except for the ghosts which still linger 
here, mourning
their home of the past.B
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